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Complotted and contriued in this land: 

Fetch from falfe Mowbray . -their firfthead andfpring. 
Further I'fay and further will maintaine 
Vpon his bad life to make all this good, 

That he did plottc the Duke of Gioceftcri dc*ti, 

Suggeft hisloone beleeuing aduerlaries. 

And eonfequently like a taitour coward, 

Slucte out his innocent foule through ftreames of blcud # 
Which bloudjlike facrificing Abels cries, 

Hucn from the tounglefle Cauernes of the earth, 
Tomeforiuftice and rough chaft iferoeat; 

And, by the glorious worth of my defeent. 

This arroe fliall do it* or this life be fpent. 

King. How high a pitch his refolution foarej, 

Thomas ©fNorfolke what faift thou to this? 

Moveb. Oh let my foucraigoe turne awaic his face. 

And bid his cares a little while be deafe. 

Till I hauc tolde this (launder of his bloud. 

How God and good men hate fofoulca lier. 

King. Mowbray impartiall are our ties and*ares» 

Were he my brother, nay, my kingdom®* heire* 

As he isbut my fathers brothers fonne, 

Now by feepters awe I make a vowe. 

Such neighbour neerenes to our (acred bloud 
Should nothing priuiledge him nor partialize 
The vnftooping fiunenefie of my vpright foule. 

He is our fubieft Mowbray fo art thou, 

Free fpcech and fearclcfle 1 to thee allowe. 

Mowb. Then Bullingbrooke as lowe as to thy heart 
Through the falfe paflage of thy throate thou licff. 

Three partes of that receipte I had for Caliice, 

Disbur (H duely to his highnefle fouldiers, 

The other part referude 1 by content, 

For that my foucraignc liege was in my debt. 

V pon re mainejer of a dearc account: 

Since lad I went to France to fetch hisQueene: 

Now fwallo w do wne that Uc . For Gloceiters deaths 

I (lew 
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j fie we him not but to my owne difgrace, 

Neglefted my fworne duety in that cafe: 

For you my noble Lord of Lancaftcr* 

The honourable father to my foe. 

Once did 1 lay an ambufhe for your life, 

A trcfpafle that doth vex mj grieued foulct 
But ere I laft rccciudc the Sacrament, 

I did eonfefle it, and cxaftly begd 
Your traces par don, and I hope X had it. 

This is* my fault, as for the reft appeald 
Itifliicsfrom the rancour of a villaine, 

A recreant and moft degenerate traitour. 

Which in my fclfe I boldly will defende. 

And enterchangcably hurle downe my gage 

Vpon this ouerweening traitors foote, 

To proue my felfe a loyal Gentleman, 

Euen in the beft bloud chamberd in his bofeme, 

In hade wherof moft hartily I pray 
Your highnes to afsigne our trial! day. 

King. Wrath kindled gentleman be ruled by me 3 
Lets purge this choler without letting bloud, 

This we prefenbe though no Pliifition, 

Deepe malice makes too deepe incifion. 

Forget, forgiue, conclude and be agreed. 

Our dolors fay, this is no month to bleede: 

Good Vnckle let this ende where it begonne, 

Weele calme the Duke of Norfolke.you your fonne. 

Gaunt. To be a make-peace fhal become my age. 

Throw downe (my foune) the Duke of Norfolkes g- ge. 

King, And Norfolke throw downe his. 

Gaunt. When Harry?whcn obedience bids. 

Obedience bids I fhould not bid againe. 

King. Norfolke throw downe we bid, there isnobootc, 

Mow. My felfe I throw dread fou<Sraigne at thy foot.'. 
My life thou fhaltcomtnand.but not my fhame, 

The one my duety owes, but my faire name 
Defpight of death that liues vpon my graue. 


